There's but one phoenix still, as was before.

Rest now, at last, and we

(As Satyrs watch the sun's uprise) will stay

Waiting when your eyes opened let out day,

Only desired, because your face we see;

Others near you shall whisp'ring speak.

And wagers lay, at which side day will break,

And win, by observing then whose hand it is

That opens first a curtain, her's or his.

This will be try'd to-morrow after nine,

Till which hour we thy day enlarge, O Valentine 1

E P I T H A L A M I O N

The sun-beams in the East are spread,

Leave, leave, fair Bride! your solitary bed;

No more shall you return to it alone,

It nurseth sadness; and your body's print,

Like to a grave, the yielding down doth dint:

You and your other you meet there anon;

Put forth, put forth, that warm balm-breathing thigh,

Which when next time you in these sheets will smother

There it must meet another,

Which never was, but must be oft more nigh.
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